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poem or a Pindaric ode. * He talked far above
singing.' If I could so clothe my ideas in sounding
and flowing words, I might perhaps wish to have
someone with me to admire the swelling theme; or
I could be more content, were it possible for me still
to hear his echoing voice in the woods of All-Foxden,
In general, a good thing spoils out-of-door prospects:
it should be reserved for Table-talk. Lamb is for this
reason, I take it, the worst company in the world out-
of-doors ; because he is the best within. I grant there
is one subject on which it is pleasant to talk on a
journey; and that is, what one shall have for supper
when we get to our inn at night. The open air
improves this sort of conversation or friendly alter-
cation, by setting a keener edge on appetite. Every
mile of the road heightens the flavour of the viands
we expect at the end of it. How fine it is to enter
some old town, walled and turreted, just at the
approach of night-fall, or to come to some straggling
village, with the lights streaming through the
surrounding gloom; and then, after inquiring for
the best entertainment that the place affords, to
* take one's ease at one's inn?! These eventful
moments in our lives5 history are too precious, too
full of solid, heartfelt happiness to be frittered and
dribbled away in imperfect sympathy. I would have
them all to myself, and drain them to the last drop:
they will do to talk of or to write about afterwards.